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“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!” 


OT THE least important lesson that the past few months have 
hh taught is the ugly truth that hereafter, in Presidential cam- 
paigns, small weight is to be attached to the pre-election 
pledges of a candidate. That has been shown by the 
failure of the Republican majority in Congress to make good Presi- 
dent Taft’s tariff pledges of last fall. It may be said by some that 
Mr. ‘Taft spoke solely for himself when he advocated downward 
revision, but the people who read or listen to campaign speeches 
regard the candidate as the mouthpiece of his party, and not as an 
unattached, irresponsible spouter. 
“ 
Tue panicky condition of the Southern senatorial mind was strik- 
ingly illustrated by the remarks of several Southern senators. A 
number of these Solons of the South defended their undemocratic 
attitude toward the Tariff by saying that the last Democratic platform 
was “dictated” by William J. Bryan, and hence they did not hesitate 
to “repudiate” it. If these in-bad gentlemen could come down to 
earth for a minute or two, and think rationally, they might recall 
that tariff reform as a 
Democratic party doctrine 
antedates Bryan by a good 
many years, and that, as an 
excuse for turning it down, 
the claim that it was to show 
their righteous disapproval 
ef Bryan isn’t worth the 
wind it took to say it. 
Bryan didn’t “dictate” 
tariff reform into Cleve- 
land’s platform in 1884, if 
we recollect aright; nor did 
he in 1888; nor in 1892. 
It won’t do, gentlemen. 
Tariff reform is not a Bryan 
“fallacy.” 
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SrEFANSSON, the explorer, 

writing home from Point 
Barrow, Alaska, states that 
among the Eskimos the 
“habits and diseases of 
civilization are everywhere 
evident; unhealthy people 
crowded into unventilated 
and uncomfortable houses, 
a complete contrast to what 
it was twenty years ago.” 
Civilization, it seems, is now 
doing for the Eskimo what 
it has so thoroughly and 
completely done for and 
to the Indian. In a short 
time, doubtiess, somebody 
will say that the only 


good Eskimo is a dead CONVERTING 


Eskimo. IT’s A SHAME THE Way THESE INNOCENT YOUNG MISSIONARIES ARE DECEIVED. 
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“Hor Wave Sizzles Over City;” “Second Awful Night,” 
“Weather Man Devoid of Pity;” ‘No Relief in Sight;” 
“Sun a Veritable Scorcher;” “Thousands Agonize;” “East Side 
Tenements in Torture;” ‘Children Die Like Flies.” Does the 
Scarehead vary? Never! ‘Twill be thus again all next summer 
and forever evermore. Amen. 
i 
Why do we continue to call them United States Senators? Very 
few of them are. There are Wall Street senators, Steel Trust 
senators, Packer senators, Lumber-graft senators, Beet-Sugar sena- 
tors, but the number of United States Senators, serving the best 
interests of the people of these United States, is smaller even than 
we thought it was. 
‘= 
Everypopy is growing disgustingly sensible. Nowadays a man 
may be a Presbyterian preacher without believing literally in the 
Adam and Eve story, or Jonah and the Whale, or even Native Sin- 
fulness. As for Infant Damnation, that went by the board long 
ago. Alas, the world is 
becoming increasingly hard 


VA for the comic paragrapher. 


[N REGARD to the manipu- 

lation of securities, Gov- 
ernor Hughes’s Wall Street 
Commission condemned 
S only that which is designed 
WW \ . to deceive the public. If 
it isn’t too much trouble, 
will the Commission please 
WS tell us how many other 
WN kinds of manipulation there 
Ws: are? Also, what is the 
object of stock manipula- 
tion if it is not to deceive 
the public ? 


“| 

Now tHar Canada is 

going to have a navy of 
her own, the citizens of the 
Dominion can have great 
fun sitting up nights and 
talking about a German 
invasion. 
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CHEERY, optimistic Charlie 

Schwab. does n’t think 
Morse the Ice King did any- 
thing wrong, and hopes that 
the financier will get his mil- 
lions back again. Good for 
you, Charlie; it’s men like 
you and Morse that have 
+A ~~ made America what she is 
THE HEATHEN. to-day. No, that last isn’t 
altogether a compliment. 













































‘*Aw, LeMME ALONE, BiLL. I’M GoinG To Cut CHAPEL THIS MORNING.” 








BALLADE OF DESERTION. SURE FOR ONCE. 
ACK to t!.c closed-up house at night AN ANTLER.—I think we are sure of a good dinner to-night. 








I wend my way, from labor free; — You know my new English butler does the entire catering for 
The windows, boarded firm and tight, the household. 
In utter blankness stare at me! — Gruss.—Can you rely on him to ? 
Departed is the family. Van ANTLER.—Not always, but this evening I requested him 
Yet, of the many things I lack, _ to send us up something from the kitchen table. 


Missed most of all these seem to be — 
Those gowns that button up the back! 





< Strange tho’ the notion, silly quite, 
Gowns of high and of low degree — 
These were the victims of scorn and spite, 
Butts of the winter’s brutality ! — 
“Can’t you hold still for a second ?’’ — “ Gee! —”’ 
“ Hire a maid—/ can’t get the knack !’’ — 
Now | could treat them with sympathy — 
Those gowns that button up the back! 








Now could I struggle with mien contrite, 
Strong in a husband’s kind courtesy, 
Bravely toiling to get them right — 
Horrible buttons ! — one —two —three ! — 
Seven — nine — ten ! —almost done, you see— 
Wait !—I’ve skipped — we are off the track ! — 
(Queer how they surge through my memory — 
Those gowns that button up the back!) 




















L’ENvOI. 
Wife, remit me my penalty, 
Call the porter your trunks to pack — 
Say you are coming ! — and bring to me 


Those gowns that button up the back! Y 
. Arthur Judd Ryan. 4 Z ; 
~ | 
3 
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TRIUMPH of science is the discovery of the “ . 
; : ; RITTEN LAW. 
A cure for a disease which people imagine they have. re: Oey * Father's. 





nly he is lord of riches who despises them, and he is so whether he has 
any or not. 
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The German 
Invasion 


A Sudden Shock. 
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f THE WILES OF WOMEN. 


aac BME ominously said good old Parson Bagster, 
addressing the saddle-hued young theological stu- 
‘“‘Bewar’ o’ de wiles o’ women! — an’ ¢e-spe- 
All th’oo life de pafway 


dent. 
cially widdah women! 
of de preacher am be- 
sot by designin’ women 
in sheep’s clothin’, seekin’ 
whom dey moughi devour. I 
muhse’f was de humble inst’ument in 
one o’ de most diabolical plots ever 
hatched to kotch a man; an’ if it 
had n’t uh-been for de blessed fac’ 
dat de Lawd was wid me I'’d sho’ 
have been trapped! 

“ Dar was a lady — good-look- 
in’ yallah widdah—dat indooced 
me, in muh ’sophisticated inno- 
cence, to hol’ her han’ now an’ 
ag’in, an’ guggled like a jug wid 
bashfulness every time. An’ she 
softly whispuhed in muh yeah dat 
her husband had died of dat ar 
intellectual disease, info’mation on 
de brain, leavin’ her mighty nigh 
three hundred dollars on deposit, 
an’ all alone in de col’ world ’cept 
for one brudder eight feet tall. But 
uh-well, sah, I was tuk sick on muh 
way home, ’count of a cullud man 
dat was fatigued "bout de afo’said wid- 
dah kotchin’ me an’ hommerin’ me wid- 
out mussy,— Lawd’s wuk, sah, dough I 


did n’t organize it at de time — ontwell I these tlines’? 








THE MAINSPRING. 


Epitor Comic SUPPLEMENT.—Your draw- 
ings are pretty fair, but they lack humor. Out 
of ten different pictures, the word oof occurs but 








E’VE seen the muck-rake story fall, 
And socialistic fiction frayed; 

The novel dubbed “ historical” 

Is now an old decrepit jade; 

The books which yellowly betrayed 
What sins the poor “400” buy 

Sleep fast as any limbo shade; — 
When will the bronco story die? 


The yarn in slang has ceased to maul 
The tongue, and dialect’s decayed. 
Three weeks ago we shook the thrall 
Of tales that call a spade a spade; 
But oh, the cowboy and the maid! 
With “shootin’-iron,” sure and spry, 
Are with us still in every grade; — 
Wbhen will the bronco story die? 





One should be grateful without gall i 
That cracksman heroes haven’t stayed; # 
Detective puzzles ’gin to pall, y 
And auto yarns their hands have played ; 
But still Slim Jones, Sombrero Sade, 
And Hot-shot Dave of evil eye ; 
Through magazinian troubles wade:— § 
When wii] the bronco story die? 





L’ Envol. ® 
Prince, or Sir Henry Marmalade, S 
Incog. in leather “ pants,” I cry 
Prithee vamose— er — pronto fade | 
When will the bronco story die? 
Chester Firkins. 





was fast in muh bed for two weeks. When I was able to crope 

out into de sunshine ag’in I learned dat it wasn’t brains dat had 

killed her husband, but a gropin’ pain in his abandon dat twisted 

him out’n his mawtal quile; an’ de money he left on deposit was what 

de cou’ts had c’lected out’n him fum time to time in fines; and de 

brudder eight feet tall, dat a enterprisin’ 

pusson could a made his fawchin out’n 

in de op’ry business, was two half-brud- 

ders, bofe hunch-backs fou’ feet high 

aie) an’ busted in deir financials at dat; an’, 

Y ’sides, de cullud man dat gimme de 

>) beatin’ had done mar’d de widdah 

next day atter his frolic wid me. 

“T allus blesses de Lawd an’ de 

tudder gen’leman for lookin’ out 

, for me when I was too innocent to 

take keer o’ muhse’f. Bewar’ o' de 
wiles o’ women!” = 7om P. Morgan. 


FASHIONABLE GARB. 
M**. CRAWFORD. —So his wife is 
extravagant in dress ? 
Mrs. CrRaBSHAW.— Very. Just 
now she’s getting a coat of tan ata 
hundred-dollar-a-week seaside resort. 


DEFERRED. 


tsp Pessimist.— We'll pay for all 
this fine weather later on. 
THE Optimist. —Well, cheer up! 
That’s the regular time for paying for 
“~ isn’t it? 

















Co” man who elaine he was driven to drink saiindle no  chae foun. 
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THE BOOK HABIT; 


OR, 


TEN NIGHTS IN A SECOND-HAND STORE. 
A True and Elevating Tale with a Strong Moral. 
Part I. 
s Mrs. Apams opened the door to admit her husband 
her face fell. 

“John,” she said, “you know you promised me 
last Tuesday that you would never again buy books 
to excess, and only last night you said to Mr. Smythe 
on his pastoral visit that you were perfectly able to 
buy a book or leave it alone, and that one book 
after each meal was all you required.” 

The man stared at the walls of the miserable 
apartment, crowded with books of all sizes and colors. 

“Well, suppose I did.” 
“So you ask that?” demanded Mrs. Adams, indignantly. 
“Do you think I don’t know where you’ve been when 
you, come home at night with your eyes shining, and smelling 
like an early edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica? You’ve been 
at McNally’s Second-hand Book Store, and not content with looking 
at his vile wares, you have brought some of them home with you.” 

At these words Mrs. Adams pushed her husband aside, reveal- 
ing a corded pile of books which he had just rested on the floor. 

“Fie, for shame, John Adams, to say you are living up to your 
promises when this is the result. We have one edition of Pepys’s 
Diary already, and this Gibbon’s Rome also, and for that matter 
we have not room for another book in the house. And why should 
you spend our little all on the Story of the Mont Pelée Eruption, 
or the White House Cook-book, or Lucretius in Literal Trans- 
lation? Yesterday you carried off our best carpet, saying you were 
taking it to the cleaner’s. Where is it to-day?” 

John Adams was silent. 

“You need not try to explain— 

Iknow! You have pawned 
it —pawned it to gratify 
your thirst for books.” 

“Well,” said 
John- Adams, 
“I’m no worse 
than other men. 
Give me some 
money—curse 
you—that’s 
what I want 
now—give me 
some money!” 

“ There ’s 
no money in the 
house except 
eighteen dollars and 
fifty-three cents which 
little Trudie has been 
saving up for an auto- 
mobile.” 

“Then give me 
that,” said the man, 
with a hoarse laugh, 
as he shook the coins 
from Trudie’s metal 
elephant. “I'll buy 
her a book about automobiles —that ’s 
good enough for her.” 

As John Adams left the house Mrs. 
Adams flung herself upon the lounge weep- 
ing bitterly. 

She little knew that Trudie would reclaim 
her father, as we shall see she did in the next 
chapter. 



































HOTEL PROPRIETOR. 
— What? You don’t 
notice any echo? Let 
metry—HELLO!! 
Why, that’s odd. 
What can be the mat- 
ter? We pride our- 
selves on our echo 
here. 


Part II. 


It was half-past nine P. M. in James McNally’s 
Book-store. 

From every counter of the place came a murmur 
as of subdued merriment, for it was part of Mr. McNally’s 
scheme to delude his wretched victims into thinking that 
they were enjoying themselves in the vile place. At one side 








stood John Adams with the old book lust glowing in his eyes. 


was oblivious to all else. 


He 


“Well, boys,” said McNally, with affected heartiness, as he 


appeared carrying a bundle of pamphlets. 


‘Remember the house 


is standing for this. Who else wants a 


catalogue ?” 


Like thirsty swallows around a 
pool, the unhappy beings crowded 
about the bookseller until every 


copy had been given away. 
“Hello!” he said, his face 
lighting up at the sight of 
John. “Have you seen our 
latest items? We have a 
series of The Most Wonderful 
Short Stories that is immense, 
and a History of the Crusades!” 
John Adams stretched out 
his hands for both articles. 
“You like’em, hey? Well, 
how about the Biography of 
Rosetti, and this here account 
of the Indian tribes of South- 
west Canada P” 
“Yes, yes,” assented John 
Adams, “I'll take them ail!” 
At this moment a knock 





we | 








EVEN THEN. 


ASSYRIAN DRUMMER.—How's bus- 
iness? 

ANCIENT SHEPHERD.— Bum! The 
cost of living has doubled in the last 
century. Only this morning it cost 
metwothousand he-goats for a cask 
of Chian. I tell you, if they don’t 
get this tariff revised pretty quick, 
or make wives legal tender, the 
country is going to be bankrupt. 











OFF THE JOB. 


WHAT WAS THE MATTER WITH THE ECHO. 


pe one man’s point of view another man may be ail right in his way, 


was heard at the door, and 
little Trudie Adams, a shawl over her thin dress, appeared. 
‘‘ Father,” she said, “you must come back home. I’m sure 
you won’t want any more books now.” 
Mr. Adams looked about him bewilderedly, and saw the 
child. He moved toward the door. 
“Wrap up these sets. Ill have to go.” 
But McNally was not so easily 
to be deprived of his prey. 
“How can you go 
= yet?” he said. 
“You have n’t 
looked at this 
big bargain in 
the History of 
the United States, 
or this Apprecia- 
tion of Early Ital- 
ian Art. See! It 
was published at 
seven dollars and 
now is sold for 
three dollars and 
eighty-five cents.” 
Again the book 
lust returned to 
the eyes of John 
Adams. 
“Yes,” he said, 
‘“yes, I must 
look at that, 
to be sure.” 
Once more 
Trudie held 
him by the 
sleeve. 
“ Father,” 
she said, 
“why will you 
not come home 
with me, and 
leave these books 
alone so that we 
can all be happy 
as we used to be 
long ago? Mother 
does nothing but cry 
all day long, and I can’t 
play with the other little girls 
because they say you have 
the book-habit!” 


' 


provided he isn’t in the way of the first man. 
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THE 


It might have touched a harder heart than that of John 
Adams, but McNally was ready with his insidious proposals. 

“Come, little girl,” he said, “don’t you think it’s too late for 
you to be out? If you will run home, I’ll give you this nice 
colored Mother Goose!” 

The noble child drew back as if from poison. 

“No,” she said; “I will never touch anything like that as long 
as I live! I would not come into your bookstore if I did not have 
to speak to my father, for I have taken a pledge never to handle, 
buy, or accept books as a recreation. You are a wicked man to be 
in this business, and I hate you!” 








AND ORPHAN. 


Although many knew that McNally was fully as criminal as 
little Trudie Adams had just pointed out, previous to this no one 
had had the courage to say so to his face. 

* Curse the child!” he said. “She has no business here!’ 

“T will not go without my father!” replied 
Trudie, stoutly. And then: “ Dear father, | 
why do you persist in visiting these evil 
places where temptations are on all sides? 
Do you not remember how happy we all 
were when we had nothing in the house 
but a dictionary and an almanac?” 
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John Adams bowed his head 
silently while the tears streamed 
down his face. 

“Come!” said McNally, “ we’ve 
had enough of this. Someone take this 
child out!” 

John Adams became a man once 
more. 

“No!” he said.  “ They shall not, 
except over my dead body!” And as 
McNally approached him, he seized the 
edition of the History of the United 
States in eight volumes and threw it at the 
bookseller, killing him on the spot. 

“T will not arrest you,” said the policeman who hap- 
pened in, “for I understand what it means to get the habit. 
I will only say that you should remember everyone has a 
right to live, even a bookseller. You may say to yourself 
that you didn’t feel it was wrong to kill a bookseller, but 
suppose everyone should do this, think what would happen! 
You may go to your home now, provided you sign a 
pledge never to buy another book over the counter.” 





“Twill not go without my 
Sather!" 


Part III. 


That was many years ago. If to-day you should visit 
John Adams’s splendid home in the wealthiest section of 











SPRUCED UP. 
Mrs. Lion.—Well, of all the mane guys! 


camera-hunter any day now, and I want to appear half-civilized at least. 





Was the barber crazy or were you? 
Mr. Lion (apologetically).—You see, my dear, I may get within range of some 


the city, and ask him how he came to make his success, he 
would say: “I began to succeed on that night when I took 
the pledge never under any pretext to enter a book-store 
again.” Horatio. Winslow, 
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“We don’t wish to dictate to you, Mr. Bankly, but your sermons 
for the last two Sundays have been decidedly capitalistic in tone; 
dee-cidedly capitalistic.” 
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ELECTION NIGHT AT THE CaPiTALIST HEADQUARTERS. 


“Well, anyhow Aldrich made good: I carried Rhode Island.” Potice BREAKING UP a CaPiTALIst DEMONSTRA- 


TION IN UNION SQUARE. 
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ists of the world unite, and under the gold banner we will march 
freedom, and valets, and country houses, and private yachts!" 


win 


® hs J if LOMA!) ? ott im Himmel! My Heinie a Parlor Capitalist! ! 
——————_— 


IING ERA OF SOCIALISM. 











MORE OR LESS RIGHT. 


|* A recent address to medical students, Senator 
Depew said that “the party with the greatest 
majority is more right than the minority party.” 
That sounds almost as incontestable as an 
axiom in geometry. ‘The corollary is that the 
minority party is more 

wrong than the party 
with the greatest 
majority. So, 





as 
THAT WARM SOUTHERN TEMPERAMENT : ALL THE MAN 
ns eee , when we sit up elec- 
i THE PRICE. tion nights to see 
, ow 4 KNOw (because I’m often told which Party suc- 
ee By those who ought to know, I guess,) ceeded in buying 
J i That far above uncounted gold ihe most votes, we WANTED WAS 
Is human life and happiness. discover by that wrong 
what is right. ‘Thus, party lines are coincident 
Yet (always “ yet””)—but (always “but’?)— with ethical distinctions. All the most- right 
A world of woe must ever be: people are in the party with the greatest ma- 
To hosts the door of joy is shut, — jority. The not-so-right people are in the party A LIGHT. 
And who, I wonder, keeps the key? with the greatest minority. The very- wrong . 
; people are in the smaller parties. ‘This, as noted above, is axiomatic. 
Their myriads our railroads kill, But these distinctions are subject to change’ without notice. 
But men must take what Fortune sends; For instance, prior to the election of 18y2 Senator Depew was 
To make things safe, or pay the bill, more-right. After Cleveland was elected, he was not -so-right. 
Would play the deuce with dividends Then he became more-right again. 
To multiply words is unnecessary, and might seem like unto 
A propless mine-roof broke and fell invidious emulation. Ellis O. Jones. 
And hundreds died — God’s will be done! A NEW SPECIES. 


If galleries were timbered well 


7 ~ 7 , ’ . rark 
Our coal would cost us more per ton. 2 age een hy don’t you go to work ? 


‘TRaAMP.—I’m an honest man, mum, an’ I can’t find any 


'T will never do to check the trade business that isn’t full of graft. 


In crackers, bombs, and powder-toys, 


For think of those whose means are made PUT TO NEW USE. 


By peddling Death to little boys! ( a p.—So your wife does n’t make mince pies any more ? 
CRABSHAW.—No. She uses all the odds and ends around 
Yes, Wealth will have her toll of men, the house as trimmings for her hat. 


And Wealth is scarce to be despised; 
But I confess that now and then 
I wish we were not civilized ! 
Arthur Guiterman. 














LEISURE. 


— IN Certain remote provinces of the South, and 
¢ in those of our island possessions where the Latin 
superstition still prevails, and an ignorant populace be- 
lieve enough is as good as too much. leisure has virtu- 
ally gone out; to the effect that the man who finds 
himself with time to chew his food is forthwith op-° 
pressed by an uneasy sense of being out of the current 
of affairs, the woman who isn’t driven to death feels 
her position in society endangered, while the child who 
can sit down and keep still sinks under the reproach 
of being mentally defective. 

Broad is the road that leadeth to destruction, but 
it isn’t broad enough for the traffic, and unless airships 
come on pretty fast there will be a serious congestion. 























Ramsey Benson. 
SINE QUA NON. 
ka fo LET your maid go?” 
“Yes; she was so near-sighted !” 

“ Near-sighted ?” 

“Oh, dreadfully! So much so that she insisted on 
stationary lenses in all the important keyholes, and we 
decided we could n’t afford that.” 














LEARNED IN THE LAW. 


ype cettacgece is an alibi? IMPORTED FROM HOLLAND. 
CANDIDATE FOR THE Bar.—An alibi is committing a , Lapy From MArkren.—These shoes hurt my feet. 
crime in one place when you are in another place. If you can SHor CieRK.—Ach, fair one,I will bring you our new soft 


be in two other places, the alibi is all the stronger in law. pine Oxfords. 
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here a man cleans up so many millions all at once, it is perhaps only 
natural that he shouldn't get them very clean. 














“Va 
found mi 
hat o’ mi 

“c Ne 

“cc Nx 
Yo’ know 
of a dra; 
an’ sot d 
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THE BISHOP’S APPETITE. 


ow, look here, Mordecai!” severely began ‘Squire Peavy, 

addressing an especially unpromising specimen Africanus 
Scallawagibus, who had been haled to the bar of Justice, 
“you are getting to be an altogether too-familiar figure in 
this court!” 

“ Yassah, it do ’peah like I’s become sawtuh similar 
yuh of late,” returned Brother Hasp, ransacking his mind 
for a promising palliative. ‘“Gittin’ to be a prom’nunt 

citizen, dese days, an’ dat’s a fac’!—uh-yaw! haw! haw! 

’Bleeged to yo’, sah, foh de comp’imint. Man dat ’sociates 

‘round in public, dis-uh-way, is bound to become pop’lar, an’ rs 
“Come! come! You stole the chickens, as charged, of course ?” 

“ Yassah—cou’se I did! ’Knowledges de cawn, ’specially as de Cuhnei 
found muh hat in de hen-pen an’ organized me by it. Everybody knows dat 
hat o’ mine, an’-——” 

“Never mind! That is not the point.” 

“No, sah, ’tain’t! De Bishop am de bone of extension dess at de present. 
Yo’ knows de Bishop, sah—big, fat pusson wid side-whiskahs an’ de appetite | 
of a dragon? Um-ah!—dese bishops! Lawd made ’em an’ den went over 
an’ sot down in de shade, an’ ‘long come de devil an’ outfitted ’em wid appe- 
tites. A bishop’s appetite, sah, is like one o’ dese yuh sponges—couple o’ licks, | 
an’ it wipes out all de puhvisions on de table.” 

“You don’t mean to say that the Bishop helped you to steal those hens, 
do you ?” 

“No, sah. He didn’t he’p me; he driv me to it. 
sent word yiste’day dat 
he would be wid us to- 
day, an’ he’s right dar 
now. To restrain yo’ 
stan’in’ in de church 
yo’ has to feed de 
Bishop. Dar wasn’t 
no meat in de house, 
an’ so I dess nach’ly 
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Dis is how ’twuz: He 


A COMPLETE ANSWER. 








hatter hustle out last | 
night, an’ 
“No meat! Well, 


you keep seven dogs 











“ Yassah!—but, uh- 
good -lawd -a- mighty, 
sah, yo’ don’ s’pose de 
Bishop would eat dem 
dogs, does yo’? Lem- 
me go, sah! Lemme 
go twell I flies home 
to see’bout dat! Won’ 
yo’ dess please?” 

Tom P, Morgan. 











DREW THE LINE. 


RS. CRAWFORD.— 

Did you manage 

to coax your doctor to 
recommend a trip to 
that mountain resort 
you wished to visit ? 








Mr. CALLOwBy.— Now you girls, you know, 
wear gowns of such queer shades; such odd-sound- 
ing names, you know. Now what in the world is 


‘*Elephant’s Breath,”’ for exam 








Mrs. CRABSHAW.— 
Yes; but I can’t go, 
for I could n’t get him 
to add that a few new 
dresses would do me a 
world of good. 


“| 
as a public performer, 
explained the stout 
man. 

“T think I'll do,” 
said the applicant 
hopefully. “I’m the 
only man on our block 
whouses a lawn-mower 


in the evenings.” 

| ea attended 
a Christian Science 

lecture last night. I tell 

you I wished I was 

one of them. 

SNICKER.—Why? 


Kicker.—So I could 
think I was n’t bored. 


MAGNETIC, 


WANT a man with 
some experience | 














HEALTH. 





THE ELFPHANT (achieving a sneeze that has 
been coming to him).—Aw—wow—whr-r-r—chee— 
wuf—uff—uf-f-f-f!!! 








PENNSYLVANIA RAILROA 


Builetin. 
TOURS TO YELLOWSTONE PARK 
ALASKA-YUKON-PACIFIC EXPOSITION 
AND THE CANADIAN ROCKIES 


In the heart of the Rocky Mountains lies one of nature’s 
richest treasure-houses—the Yellowstone National Park. It is 
America’s greatest show ground. To visit this Park is to see 
nature in a variety of rare and majestic moods. 

The Alaska- Yukon- Pacific Exposition, at Seattle this 
summer, will be one of the finest shows of its kind, reflecting 
the wonderful progress of that territory which was, but a few 
years since, a wilderness. 6 

The Canadian Rockies, glorious in scenery, displaying new 
wonders in every mile as one penetrates the great canyons 
through which the railroad runs, combine the beauty of the 
Alps and the grandeur of the Himalayas. 

On August 14 and September 4, personally-conducted tours 
through the Yellowstone Park; to Portland and Seattle, for 
a visit to the Exposition, and returning through the Canadian 
Rockies, will leave the East by special trains over the Pennsyl- 
vania Railroad. 

Five and one-half days will be spent in the Park, one day 
in Portland, two days in Seattle, one day on Puget Sound, 
going by steamer from Seattle to Vancouver, part of a day at 
Vancouver, one day at Laggan, one day at Banff, and sight- 
seeing trips will be made in St. Paul and Chicago. Each tour 
will cover a period of twenty-two days. 

The rate, which will cover all necessary expenses except 
luncheons in Seattle, will be $246 from New York, and propor- 
tionate rates from other points. 

Persons desiring to utilize these exceptional opportunities 
to visit the Yellowstone Park and the Alaska- Yukon - Pacific 
Exposition, should apply for Pullman space early, as the parties 
will be limited. Address C. Studds, D. P. A., 263 Fifth 


Avenue, New York, Geo. W. Boyd, General Passenger Agent, 
Broad Street Station, Philadelphia, 
Ticket Agent. 


Pa., or consult nearest 








Wuen He Takes His Fruit. 
THE PatRoLMan’s WiFre.— Does your husband eat fruit in the morning ? 
Tue Rounpsman’s Wire.—No; he’s only on duty in the evening. — 
Yonkers Statesman. 


OVER THE ’PHONE. 

Host (at his wife’s reception).-_Ah, my dear Mrs. Brown, aren't you 
coming? Everyone is expecting you. ... Oh, never mind about your dress- 
maker and your gown. ... It’s not your clothes we want to see, It s you. — 
Harvard Lampoon. 





























CAUGHT WITH THE GoopDs. 


She smugyled in a set of furs, 
She smugyled in a gown; 
And oh, what righteous wrath was hers 
The day they called her down. 
—Public Ledger. 


Woman’s RIGHTS. 

Tue BacnELor.—Is it true that you 
are an advocate of woman’s rights ? 

THE SPINSTER.—Yes. 

Tue BacHeLor.—Then you believe 
that every woman should have a vote? 

THE SPINsTER.—Oh, no; but I be- 
lieve that every woman should have a 
yoter.—Chicago Daily News. 
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For Sale Everywhere 
W. A. TAYLOR & Co. 


SOL” AGENTS Naw YorzE 





BROMO- 
SELTZER 


CURES 


HEADACHES 


10¢,25¢,50¢ & $1209 Bottles. 








SAVED THE SITUATION. 


She raised her head from his shoulder for a moment. 

“Do you believe that exercise, and lotions, and toilet preparations will im- 
prove a woman’s looks ?” she asked. 

He pressed her blond curls back upon his chest. 

“They could n’t improve the looks of some women,” he said. 

“Whose ?” she asked. 

“Well, yours and Violet Cochrane’s, for instance,” he replied thought- 
lessly. 
“T don’t understand you,” she said, raising her head for the second time, 
and chilling him with a look. “We are not at all alike.” 

“IT mean,” he replied, turning her head for the second time, and think- 
ing quickly, “that your looks could n’t be improved, because they are per- 
fect as they are, and hers could n’t be improved because no amount of work 
could make her pretty.” 

And the firelight flickered knowingly as she sighed a great sigh of content- 
ment and relief, while he drew a deep breath.— 77#- Bits. 
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month, postage 
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GOUT & RHEUMATISM 
— TH al 


EFFECTIVE. 
DRUGGISTS. 
OR 93 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN, 





CINCH. 


“ Who’s that I seen you with ?” 
“That? That was my wife.” 
“Oh, was that your wife? I thought it was a dawg.” 


( There ’s a starter for your act; 
Practice clogs and things to fill; 
Sing a song or two with tact, 
And go into vodeyville.) 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; insures your 
getting the very best. 





IMPOSSIBLE. 


“But why don't you believe that I have a friend who is much more beauti- 


ful than I am?” 
“ Because it is impossible that she should be your friend if she is really more 






Cocktoils 7 
A Bottled Delight ~ 


When youmixacocktail, 
you take chances. When 
you use CLUB COCK- 
TAILS you don’t even 
have to mix. Just pour 
over cracked ice and 
you’ ll have the most deli- 
cious and satisfy- 
ing drink you ever 
tasted. 

They can’t help 
being better than 
the mixed at 
random kind. 


Martini (gin 
base) Man- 
hattan(whis- 
key base) 
are always 


popular, 


G.F. HEUBLEIN 
& BRO. 
\Y Hartford 
New York 
London 














MENNEN’S 


BORATED TALCUM 


TOILET 


After Shaving. 


Insist thatyour barber use Mennen's 
Toilet Powder after he shaves you, 
itis Antiseptic, and will prevent any 
of the skin diseasesoften contracted. 
A positive relief for Priekly Heat, 
Chafing and Sunburn, andal! afflictions of the skin. Removes 
all odor of perspiration. Get Hi "s—the original, Sold 
everywhere, or mailed for BH cents. Sample free. 











GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J. 





POWDER/ 





Goop Ipea. 

Bitt. —I see a good many of the 
apartment houses in New York have 
the kitchen on top. 

Jitt.—Yes; that is so the cook who 
uses benzine won’t have so far to go. 
— Yonkers Statesman. 








OUT TO-DAY! 





Puck’s Monthly 
Magazine No. 55 


FOR: 


JULY 


Brimful of Fun from Cover to Cover 
Over Seventy ImIMustrations 
———_ by the ——___ 
BEST COMIC ARTISTS 








Price Ten Cents per Copy 


All newsdealers, or by mail from the 
publishers on receipt of price 


Address PUCK, NEW YORK 
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beautiful than you.”—Comic Cuts. 
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Wuat’s IN A NAME. 

A crabbed bachelor and an aged spinster one day found themselves at a 
concert. ‘The selections were apparently entirely unfamiliar to the gentleman, 
but when Mendelssohn’s ‘“‘ Wedding March” was begun he pricked up his ears. 
“That sounds familiar,” he exclaimed. “I’m not very strong on those classical 
pieces, but that ’s very good. What is it?” 

The spinster cast down her eyes. “That,” she told him, demurely, “is 
the ‘ Maiden’s Prayer.’ ”"—C/eveland Leader. 


THE MEEK Man Rerorts. 


“Fountain pens,” snapped the nagging wife, “remind me of some hus- 
bands.” 

“What is the resemblance ?” ventured the meek little man. 

“ Expensive, can’t be depended upon, won’t work. and half the time they 
are broke.” 

“That ’s pretty rough, Martha, but you could n’t compare a fountain pen 
with some women.” 

“T guess not.” 

“No; a fountain pen will dry up, and some wives won’t.”— Chicago News. 








BRIEF JOY. 


SUBURBANITE (overjoyed).—And you say you don’t mind mos- 
quitoes? That’s fine! I 

New Cook.—Divil a bit do Oi moind thim! I get me wages 
raised on account av the little brats! 








Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; it insures your 
getting the very best. 





Gorinc Some. 


“Yes, sir,” said Braggard, “as soon as I see them birds I went into 
the house and took down the old blunderbuss and pegged at ’em, and, by Gorry! 
I brought down thutty birds to one shot. Can ye beat that?” 

“Ya-as,” drawled Si Peavy. “Ye know Bill Wiggins’s frog pond gid 

“Yes,” said Braggard. ‘ What of it?” 

“ Wa-al, I went down there the other night after sundown to shoot a couple 
o’ bullfrogs with my old shotgun,” said Si Peavy. “There was five thousand 
of ’em settin’ on them there lily-pads, and I just lifted that there gun to my 
shoulder and let her go.” 

“S’pose ye did,” said Braggard. ‘How does that affect my bird story ?” 

“ Beats it all holler,” retorted Si. “The minute my gun went off the hull 
derned five thousand bullfrogs croaked.”—-Harper's Weekly. 
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all times 


Bite one notable 


achievement in brewing. ~ 


suirs veritable abebatesestcselame)i 


beer character, quality and 


heal: th fulness. Wig gh 


or it at the Cafe. or Buffet. 


Clu 
insist on Bite, 


Gorrespondence invited aii 
VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO., MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


Write the VAL. BLatz BREWING Co., mentioning this paper, for their 
interesting booklet entitled: “A Genial Philosopher.” 











COMPLETE Pecienbas. 











. STELLA.—Have you got your 
I Z | Berra.—Yes, and a going- 


| home-to-mother gown.— Zhe 


For every special need of 
the particular Man. First TRAVELER.— Where 
did you buy those cigars? In 


Shirt front, round or | did y y se Cigar: 

lens shaped heads, | Paris ? 

short shank. SECOND TRAVELER.— No, in- 
Shirt collar front, lens = - oe T) Jon’ 
or round heads, long IRST I 1 TO.- ley . ont 
ieee, | smell like it!— Yonkers States- 


man. 


HE Knew. 


Back of neck, extended 
head to hold scarf, or 
dome shaped head, me- 
dium shank. 


LocicaL REsuLT. 

On the notice-board ofa 
church near Manchester the 
other day the following an 
nouncements appeared together: 

A potato-pie supper will be 
held on Saturday evening. 

Subject for Sunday evening: 
“A Night of Agony.” — Man- 


chester Guardian. 


Sleeves with detached cuffs, dome 
shaped, long shank. 


Sleeves above attached cuffs, large 
head, short shank. Also ladies’ 
shirt waists, negligée shirts, etc. 
All dealers. Every button insured. 
KREMENTZ & CO. 
61 Chestnut Street, Newark, N. J. 








Booklet free. 


A Goop OPPORTUNITY. 








“Your pa’s coming down on 

Saturday. I wonder if that 
would be a good time to speak 
to him?” 
PAPER WAREHOUSE, “Yes. When ma tells him 
what she’s spent down here he'll 
be glad to get rid of the lot of 
all kinds of Paper made to order us!”—Comic Cuts. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
Brannon WanknovuseK : 20 Beekman Street, } New Yous 
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Shavin 4 it makes. 
Stick 


The kind that won't smart or dry on the face” 


A Shaving Stick is known by the lather 
To be rich and soothing it 
must be made of Williams’ materials 
in the Williams way. 

May be had in the form of Shaving Sticks or Shaving Tablets. 








In PULLMAN PARLANCE. 


Two Pullman-car porters met outside the Grand Central Station after a 
night’s run. 

*“ Where ’s Ike Stevens, Bill? He hasn't been on the job for two nights.” 

“No. He had a birth at his house.” 

“ Girl or boy ?” 

“Twins.” 

«“T don’t call that a birth; I call that a section.”— Zhe Telegraph. 


” 


In “GERMAN 4. 


SruDENT (angrily ).— Curses on this reading, anyhow. 
InstRucTOR.— What’s that? 
SrupENT.— Merely the Damnation of Faust, sir.— Harvard Lampoon. 


A DELIGHTFUL BEVERAGE 


HIGH LIFEBEER 


MILLER-MILWAUKEE 
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STOP FRETTING 


fussing, fuming, fanning, and forget the heat 
in a cool, refreshing High Ball made of 


5) HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


RICH IN TONE 
MELLOW IN FLAVOR: 


Se 


Sold at all first-class cafes 
and by jobbers. 
wM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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THE GRUMBLER. 

“T see that the Pullman Company 
is going to make a difference’in rates 
between the upper and lower berths.” 

“Yes, and I suppose the lower berth 
will be the higher-priced one.” 

*“ No doubt.” 

“‘So that the man who sleeps in the 
lower berth wiil have to pay something 
additional for the chance of getting 
his face stepped on by the man in the 
berth above.” —£ xchange. 


Banquets 


and dinners are satisfactory only 
when the wine is satisfactory. 


WESTERN 
GHAMPAGNE 


—the Standard of American 


STUMPED. eileen 


“Why, Puss, you people here don’t 
know anything about fruit. Out in 
Oregon we raise apples as big as your 
head.” 

“Do you raise peaches as big as I 
am, Uncle Phil?” 


Is the banquet wine par 
excellence. It is the fav- 
orite in the homes where 
the choicest of everything 
is demanded. 


“Of the six American 
Champagnes exhibited at 





a ar ae See nt teat 
Tribune. ERN was the only one 
that received a GOLD 

MEDICAL JOKE. MEDAL.” 
“Yes, Ann talks culture until one PLEASANT VALLEY WINE Co. 


falls asleep.” 
“Sort of Ann esthetic.”— Princeton 
Tiger. 


Sole Makers, - Rheims, N.Y. 
Sold by respectable wine dealers everywhere. 
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A LADY AND NO GENTLEMAN. 


Bes THIS the information bureau?...It is?... 
H 6 O, yes, I see the sign now. I didn’t notice it at first. 
can I find out about trains here?” 
“You can. ‘That is what the bureau is for.” 
“ Yes, I suppose so.... Well, I want to know what time 
the train leaving here at nine gets to Buffalo?” 
“ At five this evening.” 
“Tt does?” 
«It does, if it is on time.” 

“Ts it usually on time ?” 

“Te in” 

“So often trains are wof on time. The last time I went to Buffalo the 
train was five hours late getting in, and there was no diner on the train, and 
we couldn’t get a thing to eat anywhere, and it was just aw/fu/. Are there 
chair-cars on the train?” 

iw 

“ How much are they?” 

“Two dollars, madam.” 

“Two dollars? I thought they were only a dollar and a half. Seems to 
me a dollar and a half would be a good price for them. Would I have stop- 
over privileges on a through ticket ?” 

“You could if you wanted to stop at the regular stopping-places for 
this train. This is a fast express, and it doesn’t stop at many places. 

‘Does it stop at Hixonville?” 

‘No, it does not.” 

“It doesn’t? The last time I went the train stopped there.” 

*“ Must have been an accommodation train, then. Excuse me, but there 
are five or six people back of you waiting for information.” 

“T guess they can wait until J finish finding out what I want to know. 
I got here first. When is the next train to Buffalo?” 

“ One o’clock.” 

“ And that would land me there away in the night ?” 

“ Not so very late.” 

“Well, it would be later than I want to get there, for my relatives live 
away out on the outskirts of the city, and you have to take three lines of 
cars to get there. The street-car accommodations of Buffalo are awfully poor. 
It takes an hour and a half to get from my sister’s house to the station, even 
if you don’t lose any time waiting for cars, and half the time you have to wait. 
Then my sister has an invalid husband, and it would n’t be convenient for 





I thought so.... 
Well, 





her to meet me after nightfall, and I would n’t dare undertake to get out to her 
house alone, for I’m awfully timid about being out alone at night, even when 
I know where I am. Is there a dining-car on the first train ?” 

“There is.” 

“T never want to get caught out again on a train that has no diner. I 
should take a little lunch anyhow, for sometimes they drop off the diner. I 
know they did once when my husband and I were——” 

“The gentleman behind you wants to ask a question, madam.” 

“Well, if he is really a gentleman I should think he might wait until a 
lady got through asking questions, seeing that she got to the window before 
he did. First come, first served, ought to be the rule. I want to ask if all 
trains going from here to Boston stop in Hartford ?” 

“They do.” 

“They do?” 

“ T said that they did.” 

“My sister went from here to Boston last summer, and she was sure 
that the Flyer on which she went did not stop in Hartford. I told her I was 
pretty sure that it did, but she Is it cheaper to go by boat than by train?” 

“A little cheaper.” 

“Tt is?” 

“A little cheaper.” 

“ How much?” 

“That would depend on several things — state-rooms, chair-cars, ex- 
press trains, and so forth.” 

“Would one be apt to get seasick on the boat ?” 

“T think not.” 

“I get seasick so dreadfully easy. My husband says I get seasick in a 
bathtub, and I’m afraid I would n’t dare risk it, especially if it was the least 
bit rough. Still, the new boats they have built in recent years are so much 
larger and steadier than the old boats one is not so apt to be seasick, and 
Well, I call that polite, sir, to deliberately shove a lady away from the win- 
dow! If you call that the act of a gentleman your idea of a gentleman is 
very different from mine. I shall speak to one of the station officials about 
this, for There is one now! I'll see if this railroad company allows.a 
lady to be pushed away from a window when she is asking a civil question. 
Here, Mr. Official, I want to speak to you! I know that he heard me, and 
he need n’t rush out that door as if he didn’t! Ill find another one and see 
about this at once! ‘Things have come to a pretty pass when a lady can’t 
ask a simple question or two without being pushed away from a window by 
an individual who styles himself a gentleman, indeed! Humph! _ Great 
gentlemen in the world now-a-days!” Merrick Mansfeld. 
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Its aromatic delicacy will surprise you. 
It is the most perfect blend of tobacco you 
ever put in your pipe—the highest class—it 
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stands all by itself, the KING of mixtures. . . As he was just about to toss it down, a 
A tobacco that your women folks will More lasting ———- than thought occurred to Socrates, 

like to have you smoke at home—you may A any other. | ‘*Is this Hemlock dope guaranteed under 
never have known the luxury of a pipe try—a test— Goodbye to the P Food ¢ aie Ree tin 2 CAMBRIDGE 

ure d and Drugs Act?” he in 7 a3 Sc 
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PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten Cents 


| for Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniature Reproductions. . ... 


Copyright, 1908, hy Keppler & Schwarrmann. 























WHEW! 

“If this isn't the hottest day we ve had, I'll eat my hat.” 
By Merle Johnson. 

Photo Gelatine Print. 8 x 12 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 








THE WATCHFUL CHAPERON. 
“| wish that young man would not take Ethel so far out.” 
By Gordon H. Grant. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 12 x 15 in. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 


COPYRIGHT, 1907 BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTHANN 





























| THE FIRST AFFINITY. By Carl Hassmann 
| Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13x19. PRICE ONE DOLLAR 
Smaller size, 8 x 11 in. Price Twenty-five Cents. 
ed 
Sale lane Pe Re De thig Sta ane . 
SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. Address PUCK, ONLY FIVE MINUTES’ WALK TO THE STATION. | 
By E. Frederick. By E. Frederick. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 20 x 15 In. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 295-309 Lafayette St., New York. Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 
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wee the Girl of To-day dons her bathing array 
Do you for a moment suppose 

The hipless idea will prevail even here, 

With a skimpy skirt down to the toes? 


PROBLEMATIG 


Will the sleeves be tucked down to the finger tips, 
The collar boned up to the ears. 





Will the blouse be cut short in Directoire style 
With a waist line as high as you please? 


Or will it be lengthened and modishly made 


With a cute little frill at the knees? 


And will a peach-basket or beehive replace 


Oh, banish the fancy, and banish the fear 
That a new Aphrodite may rise, 
Sans curves and sans dimples—straight-fronted, 
severe, 
With the look of the Sphinx in her eyes! 





The kerchief and cap of past years? 


When the Girl of To-day dons a bathing-suit gay. 
Perchance we shall finally see 
If she’s really the strange work of art she now 
seems 
Or what Nature ordained her to be 


Ella Randall Pearce. 





















